PROSPECTS
These words stuck in my mind when I
took leave.
And this other story will be my last. A
German Socialist refugee, a fearless under-
ground worker, had been surprised by the
Nazis when they steam-rollered into the
Low Countries. His wife was arrested; he
had to make his way through the German
lines, touching death by a hair's breadth a
dozen times and seeing and learning a lot
during his dangerous, crouching escape.
When he reached the French lines, however,
he was arrested, and again it was touch and
go whether he would be shot as a spy.
Finally it was decided that he should be
interned, and he was marched off, together
with other refugees, under military escort.
This man, who had many times risked his
life in the fight against Hitler, who had
blown up bridges to stem the Nazi advance
and done more than three French Divisions,
was fuming with indignation. As he could
speak hardly a word of French, he got hold
of another refugee and, accosting one of
their French guards, asked the man to
translate a few sentences, plain and blunt:
" I am a German anti-Nazi. I have done
this and that. I am also an international
Socialist. I stand for the solidarity of all